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is finer. It is rarely that the men who do things can tell of 
them, but he gives a straightaway vivid narrative that is irre- 
sistible. He is as much interested in the railway he built against 
all sorts of odds as in the big game that he killed by the way; 
yet every head of game has its own tale, and each that is told is 
told with Homeric exactitude. He seems to make as much of 
the lion he stalked, while another stalked him, as of the danger- 
ous mutiny he put down without bloodshed. Always it is the 
adventure he cares for, always it is life that he wears so lightly. 
" I felt at once that this was- a device to lure me into the narrow 
part of the ravine where, with gangs in front of me and behind 
me, there would be no escape; still, I thought I would see the 
adventure through, whatever came of it, so I accompanied the 
jemadar up the gully." Fiction could not do better than that; 
it is the very manner of Defoe and Dumas and Mr. Kipling. In 
the manner, too, of the great adventurers and their great biog- 
raphers is the matter-of-course indifference to personal danger. 
" In the whole of my life I have never experienced anything 
more nerve-shaking than to hear the deep roars of those dread- 
ful monsters growing gradually nearer and nearer. . . . But as 
something had to be done to keep up the men's spirits, I spent 
many a weary day crawling on my hands and knees through the 
dense undergrowth of the exasperating wilderness around us. As 
a matter of fact, if I had come up with the lions on any of these 
expeditions, it was much more likely that they would have added 
me to their list of victims than that I should have succeeded in 
killing either of them, as everything would have been in their 
favor." By sheer personality the author has given to his book 
something which is tantamount to style — by the strength of a com- 
plete courage and a trained mastery of men and materials, by the 
dignity of a great and honorable tradition. 



Let it be said at the outset that the authors supply an uncalled- 
for but admirable map of Persia and Mesopotamia. Let it fur- 
ther be said that the map supplies more agreeable reading than 
the book* — more instructive, more romantic and very much more 

* " Behind the Veil in Persia and Turkish Arabia." By M. B. Hume- 
Griffith. With narratives of experiences in both countries by A. Hume- 
Griffith, M.D. Philadelphia: J. B. Lippincott Company. London: Seeley 
& Co., 1909. 
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exciting. The volume is made up of the gentle, ladylike talk of 
a middle-class Englishwoman, rather an invalid, who has a good 
deal of trouble with her servants. It all served, doubtkoS, at 
afternoon tea when she was at home again among her friends, 
with her husband coming in toward the end of the call to drink 
his cup of tea on the hearth rug and add his own reminiscences 
to the tepid flow. But the good pair serve to prove at their own 
expense that writing should be left strictly to those who have 
made a profession of it. Any reporter could have made a better 
job for them. All the reality has dropped out between the sen- 
tences here; all that must have been alive and human and pitiful 
and kindly or simply comic they have left unsaid. " It is not 
a very pleasant sensation to be lost in a desert. Only once did 
this experience befall us, and then we were glad when it was over," 
says Mrs. Hume-Griffith, as if she had been telling about getting 
caught in a shower at a garden-party or meeting bees a-swarming 
on the way home from church. The resolution not to talk of the 
religious side of their lives was grounded, doubtless, on a whole- 
some distaste of cant, but it is a pity that, if they did feel that 
all natives are liars, they should have set it down so nonchalantly. 
Not a few pages, which it were unkind to call peevish, help the 
reader to understand why Asiatics do not love even the best-inten- 
tioned Europeans; and there are other passages, which it were 
unkind to call unctuous, which help the reader to understand why 
such Europeans as strongly love the East, or, indeed, any strange 
lands at all, should be, in their own words, so " down on mission- 
aries." 

There are some books, as there are some people, so honest, so 
earnest, so on the right side about many vital matters, that one 
really wishes that if they cannot be better they would at least be 
worse. Of these is this " Simple Account of Japan as it Is, Was 
and Will [sic] Be." The author is very open-minuod and ad- 
mires Japan heartily; is sincere as well as candid, frankly stop- 
ping at the confines of present knowledge; and rather pleasant 
and sensible in disposition. The book* is comely. Light in the 
hand and illustrated with sixteen reproductions of classical Japa- 
nese prints. It is in good taste, as far as the eye can go. But 

*"The Empire of the East." By H. B. Montgomery. Chicago: A. C. 
McClurg & Co. London: Methuen & Co., 1909. 



